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It was, on the other hand, particularly a mark of
good-breeding'Mf while drinking you drew in the tea
so as to be heard at the far end of the room and
smacked yo*ur lips and hiccupped when you had
finished it to make it evident to your hostess how
much you relished her " honourable " tea. Strange
how radically customs differ in different parts of the
world! Fancy a hostess in England offering tea to
her guest in a slop-basin as a mark of particular
honour and the guest returning the compliment by
smacking his lips and hiccupping!

The following afternoon by the same Imperial
Express I left Nagoya for Kyoto, the old capital of
Japan;  where the Emperor had his Court at the
time and was carrying on his seemingly unending
Coronation rites and festivities.    In one of the
compartments   of   our   observation-car   was   the
second son of the Emperor. At all the stations where
the express stopped there stood at the salute as we
approached and at attention for the rest of the time,
the head of the local police, the station-master and
his assistants, rigged up in their full-dress uniforms
with white gloves on their hands and swords dangling
by their sides. The little Prince returned the salutes
punctiliously and his spare, small figure made a
comical sight as it stood erect and immobile with his
eyes fixed and vacant and his lips pale and rigid.
All that pomp and parade of uniforms did not in
any way surprise me that afternoon, for from the
moment I set foot in Japan I had been noticing
no end of saluting and sword-clanking and spur-
jingling.     Almost every imaginable government